144              ENGLAND'S  HOUR

asleep on their own camp beds, for this is a spaci-
ous shelter. Close to them the baby sleeps in his
perambulator. For fear he may get the benefit
of any stray breeze which by chance enters this
airless cavern, he is wrapped in a thick rough
blanket with the waterproof hood of the peram-
bulator pulled up over his head.

We leave the inhabitants of the shelter to the
relaxation which a sense of security gives them,
and return to the Post. On the way there we
see two figures standing over .a recumbent form
in a lighted open doorway.

"Look here!" calls my friend, "you* mustn't
show that light!"

"I'm sorry, Missus," comes the reply, "but
someone's just took bad."

"Any help wanted? There are two wardens
here."

"No, thank you. She's with 'er friends."

"Been on the razzle," the Warden remarks
aside to me.

At the Post we find that a yellow warning
("Unlock shelters") has been on for two hours,
but is now withdrawn. After so many successive
nights of sirens, guns and distant bombs, the
quiet is unbelievable. 'It is too incredible to be
reassuring.

" What's That Man up to now?" we ask each
other, as our eyes search the inscrutable heavens
for a 'plane or a flare, and our ears listen for the